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by the appearance of a girl with, a picture, which, after a
lowly reverence, she held before the eyes of the king.
He gazed upon the portrait with eyes blinded by
unshed tears without speaking a word, while the
hidden fairy said to herself, " In faith, 'tis an ex-
cellent piece of painting which seems to bring my
lovely friend before my eyes."

" It is beautiful,55 said the young king, " but not
so beautiful as the face and form which Inspired it.
Besides, a tear appears to trickle down the cheek of
my queen, which does not seem to be fitting to her."
Then the king gave directions to the painting-girl to
bring her paints and sketch in a background which
he described to her, showing the beautiful grove in
which he had first seen Sakuntala.

After a while the picture was placed in the care of
the jester, who took his way to the palace ; but he had
not been long gone when cries of distress reached the
ears of the king. Then the old chamberlain came
running in to report that an evil monster had suddenly
descended upon the jester and had carried him off,
picture and all. His piteous cries rent the air, and
the king, throwing off his languor with a manly
gesture, called aloud for his bow in a glad resounding
voice of authority. In a moment a warder came up
to him with a bow and quiver, and Dushyanta,
taking them in his hands, made his way to the terrace
of the palace, while the cries of distress seemed to be
redoubled.

" Stand firm, my friend," cried the king as he
drew his bowstring; " this arrow will distinguish thee